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Science  at  Bowdoin  in  tbe 
Early  Days 

jNE  is  apt  to  think  that 
in  the  "old  days"  of 
seventy-five  years  or 
more  ago,  a  college  cur- 
riculum contained  little 
more  than  mathematics, 
the  classical  languages, 
and    a    little   rhetoric   and    philosophy. 
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While  this  was  doubtless  true,  in  the 
main,  of  most  institutions  at  that  time, 
yet  at  Bowdoin  from  the  very  first,  pro- 
vision was  made  by  the  wisdom  of  its 
founders  and  the  generosity  of  its  friends, 
for  extensive  study  and  advancement  of 
science;  a  distinction  among  colleges  of 
its  size  that  it  has  always  been  proud  to 
sustain. 

Remembering  the  sparseness  and  pov- 
erty of  the  community  from  which  its 
early  patronage  was  drawn,  the  small 
number  of  its  students,  and  the  difficul- 
ties of  transportation,  one  is  surprised  at 
the  completeness  of  its  facilities  for  scien- 
tific study* 

Of  the  extent  of  its  material  equip- 
ment there  is  much  evidence  remaining* 
In  Astronomy  the  apparatus  was  of 
especial  excellence*  A  reflecting  telescope 
was  presented  in  1804  by  William 
Phillips,  Esquire,  as  the  inscription  upon 
its  tube  yet  remains  to  testify*  It  had  a 
speculum  metal  mirror  about  seven  inches 
in  diameter,  and  throughout  was  of 
beautiful  workmanship,  by  Janes  of  Lon- 
don, the  most  noted  instrument  maker  of 
his  time*  At  that  time,  this  was  the 
largest  and  most  perfect  telescope  in 
America*  We  also  have  a  refracting 
telescope  by  Dollond,  its  famous  inven- 
tor, which  bears  internal  evidences  of 
being  one  of  his  early  masterpieces. 
These  Dollond  telescopes  were  so  famous 
and  so  difficult  to  obtain  that  it  is  hard 
to  imagine  that  the  college  bought  it* 
Who  the  donor  was  I  oo  not  know* 
There  is,  too,  a  sort  of  universal  meas- 
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uring  instrument,  a  transit-theodolite 
perhaps  it  might  be  called,  of  complicated 
and  costly  construction ;  and  then  a  fine 
orrery,  an  appliance  by  which  the  mo- 
tion of  the  planets  and  their  satellites  can 
be  shown,  when  a  crank  and  wheel- 
work  are  made  to  revolve.  It  is  related 
that  Professor  Cieaveland  was  once  sum- 
moned to  attend  an  important  meeting, 
but  he  replied  that  he  could  not  go,  his 
new  orrery  having  arrived,  and  that  he 
dared  not  leave  it  alone. 

It  is  pleasing  to  note  that  the  watchful 
care  so  inaugurated  has  been  followed  by 
the  complete  preservation  of  the  instru- 
ment, the  planets  still  go  around  as  mer- 
rily as  of  yore,  only  squeaking  a  little  on 
their  axes*  This  does  not  comprise  the 
list  of  astronomical  apparatus  by  any 
means.  There  were  sextants  and  globes 
and  sun-dials,  and  all  of  such  an  excel- 
lence as  to  excite  our  surprise  that  the 
college  ever  managed  to  possess  them. 

Nor  was  philosophical  apparatus  of 
other  sorts  wanting.  In  the  first  half 
of  the  century  at  least  there  was  ap- 
paratus for  performing  every  then  known 
experiment  in  electricity  and  magnetism 
—  batteries  large  and  small,  electrical  ma- 
chines big  and  little,  and  a  profusion  of 
accessories  of  all  sorts. 

When  Professor  Henry  of  Princeton 
was  making  his  classical  experiments 
with  the  electro-magnet,  three  great 
magnets  were  made  (in  \  832),  and  it  is 
significant  to  note  as  indicating  the 
scientific  standing  of  the  college  at  that 
time,  that  one  of  those  magnets  came  to 
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Bowdoin,  and  may  now  be  seen  in  the 
North  Hall  of  the  Science  Building. 

Of  the  chemical  outfit,  being  chiefly  of 
a  more  perishable  nature,  not  so  much 
remains,  but  it  must  have  been  extensive, 
for  the  lectures  of  Professor  Cleaveland 
in  that  department  were  famous  for 
their  richness  of  illustration ;  lectures 
which  were  not  only  given  before  the 
college,  but  also  to  audiences  of  large 
towns,  both  in  and  out  of  the  state* 
There  were  certain  experiments  of  a 
striking  character  that  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  perform  with  great  elaboration 
and  circumstance  —  a  trifle  of  what 
might  be  called  by  the  student  of  to-day 
"Playing  to  the  grandstand/'  Among 
these  may  be  mentioned  the  exhibition 
of  the  oxy-hydrogen  blowpipe  and  its 
effects. 

Preparations  were  made  days  before  ; 
the  evening  was  chosen  for  the  lecture, 
that  darkness  might  enhance  the  bril- 
liancy of  the  effects*  At  the  end  of  the 
exhibition,  Professor  Cleaveland  was  led 
home,  blinded  by  the  brilliancy  of  the 
light,  and,  perhaps,  to  a  certain  humor 
of  the  occasion*  The  boys  departed  to 
partake  of  spirituous  and  other  refresh- 
ments, and  thus  to  complete  a  much- 
anticipated  date  of  the  calendar  known  as 
44  Blowpipe  Night." 

When  Professor  Cleaveland  came  to 
Bowdoin  in  i  805,  the  field  of  science  was 
practically  fresh*  Science  then  consisted 
in  the  main  of  uncoordinated  facts,  and 
observations  few  in  number ;  tremendous 
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advances  were  to  be  made  in  the  next 
fifty  years,  surpassing  by  far  those  of  all 
previous  history  in  the  aggregate.  Pro- 
fessor Cleaveland  was  something  younger 
than  Berzelius,  and  something  older  than 
Faraday  ;  he  was  in  communication  with 
scientific  men  of  his  own  and  other  coun- 
tries, and  acquainted  with  every  step  of 
progress.  If,  therefore,  we  have  found 
occasion  to  express  surprise  at  the  com- 
pleteness of  his  facilities  for  scientific 
work,  our  surprise  becomes  disappointed 
astonishment  that  he  could  pass  a  long 
life  amid  such  surroundings,  seeing  a 
vast  new  fabric  rising  about  him  and 
adding  almost  nothing  to  the  structure* 
His  Mineralogy,  published  in  J8J6, 
which  brought  him  the  fame  of  having 
written  the  best  work  of  its  kind  in  the 
language,  contains  little  original;  he 
seems  ever  to  have  had  the  works  of 
Hauy  and  "Werner  at  his  elbow,  and  to 
have  followed  them  as  closely  as  possible* 
He  gives,  for  instance,  Hauy's  classifica- 
tion of  crystals  without  even  rendering 
the  French  terms  into  English* 

Seeking  for  a  reason  for  this  extraor- 
dinary failure  to  advance  a  work  whose 
advancement  was  then  so  easy,  I  am 
inclined  to  find  it  in  his  excessive  cau- 
tion. Boldness  is  as  much  required  in 
launching  out  into  new  fields  of  scientific 
as  of  other  discovery,  and  a  man  who 
would  never  trust  himself  on  the  water, 
or  over  it  for  that  matter,  except  upon  a 
bridge  he  had  carefully  examined,  could 
hardly   be    expected  to    risk   new    and 
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untried  theories  or  stray  far  from  well- 
known  paths*  It  has  been  well  said  that 
he  who  never  made  a  mistake  never 
made  anything. 

But,  perhaps  what  was  lost  to  science, 
was  gained,  in  part  at  least,  by  the  stu- 
dents. All  Professor  Cleaveland's  pupils 
unite  in  praising  his  qualities  as  a 
teacher,  and  we  are  not  surprised  to 
learn  that  his  experiments  before  the 
class  never  failed*  He  saw  to  it  that 
they  never  could  fail.  The  most  pains- 
taking care,  however,  will  not  always 
control  natural  causes,  as  the  following 
incident  will  show.  There  are  yet  about 
the  college  the  remains  of  a  solar  micro- 
scope, an  apparatus  for  the  projection 
upon  a  screen  of  highly-magnified 
images  of  small  objects  by  means  of  sun- 
light. The  hole  in  the  window  shutter 
for  the  reception  of  this  apparatus  may 
yet  be  seen  in  the  Cleaveland  room. 
One  day,  when  all  preparations  were 
made,  the  class  assembled,  and  the  exhi- 
bition about  to  begin,  there  came  a  slight 
momentary  darkening  of  the  screen 
upon  which  the  pictures  were  about  to 
be  thrown.  Professor  Cleaveland  stepped 
to  the  door,  and  there  near  the  sun,  in  a 
sky  of  otherwise  fleckless  blue,  was  the 
very  little  cloud,  which  had  for  an  in- 
stant drawn  its  veil  over  the  sun.  Re- 
turning, he  growled  in  disgust,  "A  cloud ! 
The  class  is  dismissed/' 

—  C.  C.  Hutchins,  '83 
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6o,  Rcart 

O,  Heart,  when  wakes  with  morning  bright 

A  world  to  conscious  being  I 
Go,  Heart,  and  share  that  world's  delight 

To  watch  the  shadows  fleeing  I 
Behold  with  rapture-flooded  eyes 
The  sun  in  gorgeous  splendor  rise 
Into  the  glory  of  the  skies ;  — 

Dear  Heart,  be  glad  with  seeing  I 

Go,  Heart,  when  thrushes  call  elate 

At  royal  day's  appearing ! 
Go,  Heart,  when  veery  sings  his  mate 

In  simple  notes  endearing ! 
List  how  the  woods  about  us  ring 
With  songs  these  happy  minstrels  sing — 
"What  joy  the  beams  of  morning  bring  I 

Dear  Heart,  be  glad  with  hearing  I 

—  Isaac  'Ba.ssett  Choaie,  '62 


the  musical  Strain 

HE  eminent  and  aristo- 
cratic Denham  family- 
pointed  with  pride  to 
their  line  of  illustrious 
ancestors,  of  whom  Col* 
Denham  of  Revolution- 
ary fame,  headed  the 
list*  Nevertheless,  two  blemishes  stained 
the  otherwise  clear  pages  of  the  family- 
annals,  both  of  which  were  the  result  of 
the  musical  strain.  This  trait  has  ever 
been  most  prominent  in  a  Denham,  and 
in  these  two  cases  cropped  out  to  the 
everlastingdetriment  of  their  peace  and 
welfare*  The  first  unfortunate,  the  son 
of  the  martial  Colonel,  through  his  de- 
votion to  St*  Cecelia,  reaped  naught  but 
a  life  of  bareness  and  disappointment 
both  to  himself  and  his  friends,  and  had 
it  not  been  for  the  loyalty  of  the  latter, 
the  dust  of  a  proud  Denham  might  have 
mingled  with  that  of  the  village  paupers* 
The  second  Denham  to  detract  glory 
from  the  family  was  the  grandfather  of 
my  college  chum,  Jack  Denham*  This 
unfortunate,  Hugo  Denham,  was  educa- 
ted for  the  bar,  his  youthful  schooldays 
prophesying  a  man  of  rare  intellectual 
ability,  but  in  his  early  university  life 
music  mastered  all  other  appetites  and 
from    a    Freshman    of    high    standing, 
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through  neglect  of  his  college  work,  he 
descended  in  rank  until  about  the  middle 
of  his  Junior  year,  when  he  was  dropped 
in  disgrace  from  the  catalogue*  For  sev- 
eral years  the  youth  disappeared  from 
the  knowledge  of  all  his  friends,  but 
gradually  it  became  an  open  secret  that 
the  musical  director  of  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  Company  and  the  husband  of  the 
prima  donna  was  none  other  than  the 
errmg  Denham. 

Jack's  father,  the  son  of  the  musical 
director  and  the  opera  singer,  was  taken, 
on  the  death  of  his  father,  by  the  Den- 
hams  and  carefully  nurtured  and  guarded, 
leading  a  life  of  peace  amidst  his  books 
on  the  old  homestead*  On  his  death, 
two  sons  survived  to  bear  the  name,  Jack 
and  his  elder  brother,  Randolph.  The 
latter  was  unlike  any  Denham  that 
ever  lived*  Clever,  cold-looking,  strong 
minded,  and  with  an  overbearing  temper, 
he  was  more  like  a  tyrant  than  the  Jovial 
and  kind-hearted  Denhams  of  the  past. 
Law  became  his  chosen  profession,  in 
which  he  was  unusually  successful,  while 
Jack  was  left  to  his  guardianship,  with 
an  exhortation  from  the  death-bed  of  the 
father,  u  Not  to  cease  from  the  greatest 
vigilance  over  the  boy,  and  do  not  let 
the  bane  of  my  own  father's  life  get  a 
mastering  influence  over  him/'  for  Jack 
was  far  more  talented  musicaly  than 
any  Denham  within  the  recollection  of 
the  oldest  inhabitant  of  their  native  town. 

As  was  only  natural,  since  he  was  to 
be  a  gentleman,  my  future  college  chum 
began   to   receive   some   training  in  the 
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fine  arts,  and  at  the  age  of  fourteen 
showed  such  proficiency  in  piano  play- 
ing, that  a  master  visiting  this  country 
and  hearing  him,  begged  the  privilege  of 
adopting  Jack  until  he  was  a  finished 
musician*  This  startled  Randolph  so 
much  that  he  immediately  separated  his 
brother  from  the  beloved  piano  and  hus- 
tled him  away  to  a  boarding  school  with 
the  most  terrible  threats,  if  he  ever  again 
touched  a  musical  instrument*  Jack's 
only  reply  to  a  sympathetic  friend  was, 
44  "Why,  it  is  Randolph !  He's  my  guard- 
ian, you  know — my  brother — everything 
to  me!"  His  face  became  animated  as 
he  spoke*  Evidently  loyalty  to  his  very 
despotic  elder  was  his  most  prominent 
characteristic*  It  never  occurred  to  him 
not  to  obey;  some  influence,  mysterious 
and  unseen,  held  him  in  his  brother's 
power* 

Jack  prepared  for  college  and  eventu- 
ally was  matriculated  as  a  Freshman  in 
the  same  class  as  myself.  Before  break- 
ing home  ties,  his  brother  forbade  partic- 
ipation in  anything  of  a  musical  nature, 
and  prohibited  any  indulgence  at  all  in 
that  which  Jack  loved  so  well*  His 
parting  words  were,  u  Understand,  Jack, 
once  for  all,  I  expect  implicit  obedience, 
and  although  many  miles  away  from 
you,  I  have  power  here,"  he  said,  tapping 
his  massive  forehead,  u  to  influence  and 
rule  as  effectively  as  when  in  your 
presence*" 

Jack  and  I  became  friends,  chums  and 
room-mates ;    we    were    u  fished n    and 
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pledged  by  the  same  society ;  and,  after 
many  Freshman  experiences,  settled  down 
in  the  "end  "  with  our  friends  as  typical, 
care- free  college  men.  We,  of  course, 
became  each  other's  confidants,  and  were 
as  true  brothers  as  if  the  same  blood 
coursed  through  our  veins*  Jack  told 
me  of  his  love  of  music  and  the  wonder- 
ful influence  which  his  brother  exerted 
over  his  acts.  *  Why,  Bill,"  he  said,  "  I 
have  sat  down  at  the  piano  at  the  club 
to  play  a  few  bars  when  some  influence, 
some  power,  which  I  cannot  explain, 
would  almost  tic  my  hands  to  my  side, 
my  brother's  face  rising  stern  and  forbid- 
ding before  my  mind's  eye,  leaving  me 
powerless." 

Jack  was  accounted  a  queer  chap  by 
the  fellows  in  general.  This  strange 
power  which  held  him  in  its  thrall,  his 
hunger  and  longing  for  music,  and  his 
dreaminess  and  abstract  appearance 
brought  him  very  few  friends,  even 
among  our  own  society  ;  he  neither  stood 
high  in  his  classes,  nor  was  an  athlete, 
nor  cared  for  honors  in  any  branch  of 
college  life,  all  of  which  conspired  to 
leave  me  his  one  dear  friend.  Thus  we 
lived  along,  meeting  the  fellows  three 
times  a  day  at  the  club,  and  at  society 
meeting  every  Friday  night,  but  for  the 
most  part  our  pleasantest  moments  were 
passed  in  our  own  cosy  room  in  the 
"end." 

Jack's  musical  experience  was  a  secret 
to  all  but  me.  In  fact,  I  doubt  if  any  one 
of  the  fellows   mistrusted  for  a  moment 
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that  he  could  play  u  Home,  Sweet  Home" 
or  u  Phi  Chi/'  even  with  one  hand. 

Well,  college  life  flew  along  rather 
uneventfully,  until  Junior  year  was  on 
the  ebb.  I  was,  between  you  and  me, 
quite  popular  among  the  fellows,  having 
many  friends,  but  poor  Jack  was  entirely 
misunderstood.  He  was  simply  Denham 
to  them,  and  not  Jack.  They  often 
asked  me  what  I  found  in  him  so  inter- 
esting. Nevertheless,  no  one  could  say 
there  existed  a  more  open-hearted  or  just 
man  on  the  campus  than  this  selfsame 
Jack.  In  his  Freshman  year  he  never 
"cribbed"  an  "exam"  or  was  "out  of 
town"  when  absent  from  Chapel ;  not 
that  he  was  a  prig,  for  who  fought 
harder  in  our  u  scraps "  with  the  Sophs 
than  he  ? 

One  evening  near  the  end  of  the  win- 
ter term  of  Junior  year,  we  had  company 
at  the  club,  from  a  sister  "frat,"  and, 
before  supper,  music  was  in  order.  Sev- 
eral of  the  fellows  could  play  fairly  well, 
while  others  had  pretty  good  voices ;  so 
we  had  an  unusually  enjoyable  sing. 
College  songs,  coon  songs,  and  light 
ballads  were  all  sung  as  never  before. 
In  addition  to  this,  two  of  the  fellows 
had  banjoes,  and  of  course  we  were  hav- 
ing a  royal  good  time,  but  I  noticed  how 
excited  Jack  appeared,  more  so,  by  far, 
than  usual.  On  his  face  there  was  a 
hectic  flush  and  from  his  eyes  the  love 
of  the  piano  almost  spoke.  Ah,  how  I 
pitied  the  unhappy  fellow  that  evening, 
sitting  there  with  his  fingers  tingling  for 
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the  touch  of  worshiped  ivories,  while  a 
racking  and  mysterious  force  held  him 
back* 

During;  the  supper,  hardly  a  word 
passed  his  lips,  except  to  say  that  he  had 
received  a  letter  from  home,  and  that  his 
brother  was  in  a  bad  way  from  overwork. 
The  meal  finally  ended,  we  all  sauntered 
into  the  sitting-room  for  a  pleasant  hour 
before  study.  Chairs  were  brought  in, 
pipes  and  cigarettes  started,  and  the  usual 
college  raillery  ran  high*  Jack  uncon- 
sciously had  dropped  down  on  the  piano 
stool  with  his  back  to  the  instrument, 
and  listened  smilingly,  rather  than  join- 
ing in  the  general  conversation.  After 
the  pipes  and  cigarettes  were  going  in 
good  shape,  somebody  suggested  a  banjo 
duet,  and  our  "artists,"  after  a  little 
coaxing,  agreed,  asking  Jack  to  strike  G, 
as  the  strings  were  a  little  flat.  Jack 
turned  to  strike  the  key,  and  I  looked 
with  unusual  interest  at  him,  for  I  had 
never  seen  him  so  near  his  dear  piano, 
although  I  knew  the  strong  and  conflict- 
ing influences  exerted  by  the  instrument 
and  his  brother.  Jack  lifted  his  right 
hand  to  strike  the  note,  hesitated,  then 
dropped  his  arm  to  his  side ;  a  loud,  good- 
natured  laugh  went  up  as  the  fellows 
thought  he  aid  not  know  where  the  note 
was  situated.  Again  the  arm  came  up 
and  the  fingers  touched  the  keys  so  very 
lightly  that  they  were  not  even  depressed ; 
a  flush  bathed  his  face  in  deep  red. 
Above  the  piano  he  stared  vacantly,  and 
his  breast  heaved  so  violently  that  it  was 
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visible  from  where  I  sat*  Two  of  the 
fellows  thinking  that  he  might  be  ill, 
started  to  his  side,  when  suddenly  his 
left  hand  sought  the  board  and  he  softly- 
pressed  the  keys,  for  the  first  time  in 
three  years*  The  piano  responded  with 
a  cord  of  the  utmost  softness,  far  different 
than  was  able  to  come  from  the  hands  of 
a  novice*  The  two  banjoists  stopped, 
amazed,  and  looked  in  wonderment  at 
this  fellow,  usually  so  quiet  and  dreamy, 
this  Denham  with  whom  it  was  so  hard 
to  be  intimate*  Jack's  long,  tapering 
fingers  glided  lightly  over  the  ivories, 
each  touch  leaving  in  the  air  liquid  notes 
of  sublime  beauty*  The  two  fellows 
who  started  to  his  aid  dropped  back  into 
their  seats;  pipes  hung  motionless,  the 
light  in  the  cigarettes  faded  into  ashes, 
conversation  and  noise  of  all  sorts  ceased, 
while  Jack  played*  Played!  ah,  how 
inefficient  am  I  to  describe  the  music  with 
which  he  favored  us!  It  held  us  spell- 
bound, every  eye  was  fastened  upon 
his  passionate  face,  alive  with  love 
and  expression*  Such  music,  I  doubt 
not,  was  never  played  before  in  that 
room*  Every  heart  seemed  to  be  in  touch 
with  the  player  and  a  new,  higher,  and 
purer  life  seemed  to  have  encompassed  us 
about*  For  fully  fifteen  minutes  this 
lasted ;  meanwhile  not  a  sound  disturbed 
the  rich  notes*  The  player  turned  to 
neither  side,  but  continually  gazed  into 
space,  as  though  he  were  following  some 
invisible  and  divine  conductor.  Finally 
his  fingers  hesitated,  his  eyelids  drooped, 
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he  wavered  and,  I  think,  would  have 
fallen  had  not  I  jumped  to  his  side,  M  Let 
us  go  home,  Bill,"  was  all  he  said,  and 
without  a  word  from  the  assembly,  we 
left. 

On  arriving  at  the  "end,"  Jack  threw 
himself  upon  the  couch,  dropping  his 
tired  head  in  his  arms,  and  there  shook 
with  dry,  heart-rending  sobs;  I  placed 
my  arm  about  the  poor  fellow  in  hopes 
of  giving  comfort,  and  asked  if  there  was 
aught   I  could  do.     "Oh,  no!  Bill,"   he 

Froaned,  "my  brother  is  dead,  and  I,— 
loved  him  so  devotedly  and  wanted  his 
love  more  than  anything  else  in  the 
world.  But  he  is  now  gone,  died  to-night 
while  I  was  lost  in  the  power  of  that 
piano."  I  remonstrated,  feeling  that  he 
drew  his  conclusion  from  nothing  but 
the  departure  of  that  strange  influence 
which  had  ever  held  him  in  its  mysteri- 
ous grasp.  All  night  he  lay  there  on 
the  couch  saying  not  a  word,  and  all 
night  I  sat  there  by  his  side.  It  was 
early  dawn  when  a  quick  rap  brought 
me  back  to  the  present.  On  opening  the 
door,  a  telegram  was  handed  me  directed 
to  my  room-mate.  u  Read  it,  Bill,"  came 
from  the  couch,  u  I  know  what  it  means," 
and  I  read  the  following : 

Randolph  died  last  night,  heart  failure  from 
overwork.  Come  home  at  once.  Funeral  Sunday 
afternoon. 

—  <P.  cAndrus,  '00 


the  permit  Cbrusb 

DEEP  in  the  woods,  where  once  I  strolled  alone, 
I  heard  a  song  that  seemed  at  first  divine, 
So  clear  and  true  did  note  with  note  com- 
bine, 
So  far  etherial  was  its  magic  tone. 
But  when  I  looked  to  see  the  sweet  unknown 
The  singer  ceased  his  lay.    No  search  of  mine, 
Could  find  a  trace  of  him,  save  'neath  a  pine 
The  nest  whence  he  and  his  shy  mate  had  flown, 

Ah  me  I     How  many  noble  souls  there  are 

Whom,  richly  song  endowed,  the  world   knows 
not* 
Who  flee  and  hide  from  public  gaze  afar 

To  sing  scarce  heeded  save  by  God  I    Their  lot 
Too  happy  for  ambitious  hopes  to  mar  ;  — 
And,  singing,  brighten  some  dark,  lonely  spot* 
Frederick  Crosby  Lee,  900 


€xam  Uleek 


^  S  the  bishop  told  of  the 
great  good  accomplished 
by  people,  even  very 
young  people,  in  some 
foreign  lands,  Maude 
Norringford  was  listen- 
ing very  earnestly  to 
his  inspiring  words*  Yes,  thought 
Maude,  it  must  indeed  be  glorious  to  be 
able  to  work  like  that,  to  help  men  and 
women  to  be  noble  and  good*  Of  course, 
in  a  town  like  this,  there  isn't  much  that 
can  be  done,  but  she  would  be  on  the 
lookout.  If  one  person  could  be  helped, 
it  would  be  something.  There  were  the 
college  fellows,  and  neither  by  the  re- 
marks of  her  father,  Prof.  Norringford, 
nor  by  her  own  experience,  was  she  con- 
vinced that  the  souls  of  some  of  them 
were  not  in  quite  as  dire  need  as  those  of 
the  African  natives — but  it  was  a  difficult 
subject  to  approach,  that  of  souls  not 
being  a  registered  topic  of  conversation 
among  Maude's  especial  devotees.  Still 
it  might  do  no  harm  to  try.  She  would 
pray  for  courage. 

Ned  Banister,  as  he  watched  her  from 
his  seat  in  the  Junior  forms,  thought  her 
face  with  its  serious  gaze  was  about  the 
sweetest  thing  he  had  seen  this  long  time ; 
but  Ned  was  pretty  hard  hit,  as  the 
fellows  said.  Coming  to  college  in  his 
junior  year,  he  had  not  ceased  to  lament 
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the  two  years  which  might  have  been 
spent  in  Maude  Norringford's  society; 
for  that  is  about  what  college  amounted 
to  for  Ned  this  year*  He  had  entered 
with  a  brilliant  start,  but  it  was  not  long 
before  studies  became  a  secondary  consid- 
eration, for  it  was  so  easy  to  waste  the 
afternoons  in  Maude's  company,  though 
Ned  would  have  thrashed  the  fellow 
who  dared  to  say  the  time  thus  spent 
was  wasted*  While  as  for  the  evenings — 
if  he  did  happen  to  come  back  to  his  room 
by  half-past  ten,  the  rest  of  his  time  was 
liable  to  be  spoilt  by  a  vision  that  danced 
persistently  across  the  pages*  A  vision 
of  soft  blue  eyes  and  flying  locks  that 
blew  and  fluffed  in  every  direction  but — 
how  useless  to  attempt  a  description  of 
Maude  Norringford!  So  the  fall  had 
passed  and  now  with  but  two  days  before 
his  first  u  exam,"  Ned  was  just  waking 
up  to  the  realization  that  things  looked 
pretty  dubious  for  him* 

£r*  t&*  t^r* 

At  the  church  door  they  met  to  the 
great  surprise  of  each,  and  as  usual,  he 
walked  with  her  to  her  mission  chapel  in 
another  part  of  the  town* 

44  I  am  so  very  glad  I  chanced  to  meet 
you,"  began  the  girl,  u  for  I  have  a  favor 
to  ask  of  you,  and  a  pleasure  to  confer, 
too,  I  hope,"  and  she  laughed  as  if  sure 
of  his  reception  of  her  proposal.  u  Tell 
me  first,  is  it  granted  ?  " 

"Of  course,  you  ought  to  know 
that*" 
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"  Well,  we  four  girls  are  going  to  take 
the  twenty  boys  in  our  Sunday-school  on 
a  sleigh-ride  and  supper  to-morrow  night, 
and  we  surely  need  some  one  to  help  us, 
don't  you  think  ?  n 

A  frown  began  to  settle  on  his  face  as 
she  continued.  "Lil  suggested  that  we 
invite  you  to  go,  and  ask  any  three  fel- 
lows you  like,  now  don't  you  feel  flat- 
tered ?" 

44  Flattered  to  death,  and  overwhelmed 
with  desire,  but,  I  don't  possibly  know 
how  I  can*  You  see  my  first  'exam' 
comes  Tuesday  morning,  and  I  am  way 
behind  now  in  all  my  work/' 

44  All  the  more  reason  why  a  few  hours 
more  or  less  won't  matter/' 

"But  my  dear  Maude,  you  don't 
understand ;  those  very  hours  may  make 
the  difference  between  my  passing  and 
not*     I  am  awfully  sorry,  but — " 

44  Please  don't  distress  yourself  " — very 
icily—"  it  really  doesn't  matter,  you  know* 
Of  course,  the  girls  will  be  sorry,  but 
Nell  Dale  said  that  Philip  would  be  sure 
to  go  if  you  could  not,  so  we  will  ^ive 
him  second  choice,  and  really,  it  doesn't 
matter*  I  can  easily  explain  to  the  girls* 
Lessons  are  always  a  sufficient  excuse." 

"Excuse!  You  know  I  want  to  go* 
Please  don't  look  like  that !  Oh,  I'll  see 
if  I  can't  arrange  it*  I'll  think  it  over* 
Will  it  be  time  if  I  let  you  know  before 
dinner  ?  " 

"Yes" — more  graciously — "any  time 
before  six,  and  do  try,"  as  she  gave  him 
her  hand,  the  light  of  triumph  already 
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beginning  to  assert  itself  in  her  dancing 
eyes,  "and  now,  au  revoir*" 

Mingled  rage  and  despair  filled  Ned's 
heart  as  he  retraced  his  steps.  How 
damnably  tiresome,  to  be  forced  to  give 
up  this  most  fascinating  of  invitations* 
Actually  a  sleigh-ride  with  Maude ! 
The  pleasure  of  being  close  to  her  in  the 
cozily  decked  sleigh,  of  perhaps — but 
such  thoughts  are  too  wild*  It  was 
obviously  impossible ;  but  to  let  that  Phil 
Dale  have  his  place — confound  him,  not 
for  all  the  "  exams  n  in  the  world !  So  he 
stormed  and  railed  at  fate  until  nearly 
six,  when  he  hastily  sent  his  answer; 
you  know  it,  of  course, 

Yes,  I  will  go  with  pleasure*  N.  B, 

Hardly  had  this  note  been  dispatched, 
before  one  came  from  Prof*  Norringford, 
asking  him  to  call  in  the  evening* 
Maude  was  ignorant  of  this  or  she  would 
not  have  been  in  her  father's  study,  al- 
most concealed  by  the  heavy  curtains 
that  hung  in  front  of  the  deep  window 
seat*  Sunday  is  a  tiresome  day  for  young 
ladies  who  have  mission  schools,  and 
before  long,  sleep  had  shut  out  the  merry 
thoughts  of  the  prospective  ride*  Her 
father's  deep  voice  awoke  her,  but  before 
she  could  arise,  she  was  startled  to  hear 
another* 

44  It's  awfully  kind,  of  you,  Professor,  I 
appreciate  your  interest  in  me.  As  you 
say,  my  chances  are  pretty  slight,  and  I 
dare  say  father  will  make  me  leave  if  I 
don't  pass ;  but — I  can't  seem  to  help  it*" 

"Can't  help  it,  lad,  what  utter  non- 
sense !      You   came   here    very    highly 
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recommended  and  with  high  rank.  I 
hope  you  have  not  been  wasting  your 
time/' 

*  No,  I  hope  not  that/' 

u  Now  I  don't  wish  to  be  hard  on  you, 
but  your  prospects  were  so  brilliant*  I 
hate  to  see  you  acting  foolishly,  and  I 
sincerely  hope  you  have  not  been  doing 
anything  you  would  not  care  to  tell  your 
father  about/' 

"  No,  not  that ;  I  admit  I  have  not 
much  to  show  for  my  time,  but — doubt- 
less I  have  been  lazy.  I  am  sorry.  I  shall 
always  remember  your  kindness.  There 
is  not  much  chance  of  my  getting  through 
now,  Pm  afraid,  but  I  shall  always  re- 
member your  effort  to  help  me/' 

Help  him !  Her  father  had  been  trying, 
while  she — for  whom  and  with  whom  all 
of  his  time  had  been  spent — instead  of 
helping  him  in  his  time  of  sore  need,  had 
been  doing — what  ? 

She  had  time  for  a  few  humiliating 
and  self-reproachful  moments  before  her 
father  left  the  room,  when  she  hastened 
to  his  desk,  and  wrote : 

My  Dear  Ned  :— 

It  was  sweet  of  you  to  be  so  un- 
selfish, but  you  must  change  your  mind  again,  and 
devote  it  all  to  studies.  We  girls  have  decided  to 
devote  all  our  time  to  the  little  ragamuffins — at  least, 
I  have.  If  they  are  very  good,  they  shall  have 
another  ride  a  little  later ;  perhaps  you  will  be  able 
to  go  then.  Maude  Norringford. 

P.  S.  Come  and  tell  me  of  your  success,  when 
you  have  passed  out  of  the  deep  waters. 

And  he  did. 

Robert  Franklin  Chapman,  '00 


Co  a  Brother 

B  tribute  to  the  memory  of  George  Blair  Henniston 

"  ■  •  OW  beautiful  the  campus  looks  to-night  I n 
■^  The  brother  said,  as  th'  horn-tipped  cres- 

W^a  cent  shed, 

I  /  O'er  field  and  spire,  its  thin  and  hallowed 
'  light, 

Like  aureole  on  saint's  anointed  head ; 
Now  darting  fleece  the  kindly  shaft  hath  stolen, 
Remains  there  yet  the  memory  sweet  and  dear 
Which,  for  that  radiance,  ne'er  to  life  had  swoll'n. 
On  earth,  'mong  men,  ah,  yes  I  aye  even  here 
There  shone  a  spirit's  meek  but  companionly  beam. 
(His  manly  air  our  hearts  to  him  had  won.) 
Engulfing  seas  have  swamped  the  craft  of  steam, 
And  with  that  harvesting  of  souls,  was  run 
From  out  the  hour-glass  of  Father  Time 
His  last  life-giving  grains ;  O,  tempest-toss'd, 
How  thoughts  of  thee  for  whom  these  words  now 

chime 
Help  us  to  labor  and  to  bear  the  cross ! 

—  George  E.  Fogg,  '02 


Tilling  m  Column 


[HEN  I  graduated  from 
college  and  was  thrown 
upon  my  own  resources, 
I  obtained  a  position  as 
reporter  on  one  of  our 
leading  newspapers.  At 
that  time  I  did  not  fore- 
see the  trials  and  tribulations  which  were 
in  store  for  me.  So  now  in  the  hottest 
part  of  the  summer,  I  found  myself  saun- 
tering about  in  the  lower  part  of  the 
city,  where  men,  in  order  to  support  their 
families,  are  obliged  to  work  in  all  sorts 
of  weather.  I  was  keeping  a  watchful 
eye  out,  at  the  same  time,  for  sunstrokes 
and  heat  prostrations,  as  I  had  been  in- 
structed on  setting  out  by  the  city  editor, 
and  must  have  presented  a  remarkable 
picture  walking  along  with  my  coat 
thrown  over  my  arm,  my  hat  in  my 
hand,  and  my  countenance  resembling  a 
well-boiled  lobster.  I  wandered  aimlessly 
about,  racking  my  brain  for  material 
with  which  to  fill  my  column  in  the 
next  issue  of  the  Presst  but  ideas  came 
slowly  and  my  brain  refused  to  work 
along  the  line  I  wished. 

Had  I  been  a  student  of  human 
nature,  I  would  have  had  plenty  of  ma- 
terial in  the  newsboys,  bootblacks,  peanut 
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venders,  guardians  of  the  peace,  and  so 
forth,  to  have  filled  a  whole  paper;  but 
my  ideas  were  limited  in  that  line,  and  I 
kept  on  walking. 

By  chance,  I  strayed  into  a  crowded 
alley  near  the  water  front,  where  every- 
thing filthy  and  degraded  met  my  eye, 
and  looking  about,  mentally  blamed  the 
city  government  for  allowing  a  public 
highway  to  be  in  such  a  condition*  My 
thoughts  were  here  interrupted  by  a  little 
ragged  urchin  tugging  at  my  sleeve*  He 
was  an  excellent  representative  of  the 
quarter  where  I  found  him,  but  there 
was  something  about  his  face  which  at- 
tracted me.  He  had  a  fine  pair  of  eyes, 
which  seemed  to  be  yearning  for  some 
one  into  whose  listening  ears  he  could 
whisper  accounts  of  poverty  and  suffer- 
ing* I  questioned  him  concerning  his 
parents  and  he  said,  u  Pa  is  in  Sing  Sing 
and  don't  know  where  ma  is  ;  last  I  seed 
of  fet  she  wus  bein'  pinched  by  de  cop/' 

His  greatest  hope  and  wish  seemed  to 
be  a  trip  into  the  country  and  as  my  sym- 
pathies were  deeply  touched  by  his  nar- 
rative, I  gave  him  a  little  change  and 
watched  him  as  he  gleefully  made  his 
way  over  the  hot  pavements  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  ferry* 

But  if  my  sympathies  had  been  aroused, 
so  had  my  curiosity,  and  so  I  followed 
the  lad  closely  until  he  had  reached 
Avenue  X.  Here  the  heat  seemed  to  be 
getting  the  better  of  him,  for  he  leaned 
against  a  post  to  rest  until  he  was  com- 
manded to  move  by  a  burly  policeman, 
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then  turned  and  dashed  across  the  street 
amid  a  crowd  of  passing  drays,  and  ar- 
rived on  the  further  side  safely*  I  then 
lost  trace  of  him  as  he  disappeared  in  the 
crowd. 

Thus  relieved  of  this  topic  of  thought, 
my  mind  began  to  wander  in  different 
channels,  and  I  proceeded  up  the  street 
as  before* 

When  opposite  the  park,  I  saw  between 
the  car  tracks  a  little  girl,  who  was  try- 
ing to  make  her  way  across  the  street, 
heedless  of  the  passing  drays*  She  pro- 
ceeded safely  until  within  a  few  feet  of 
the  curb,  when  an  approaching  brewery 
wagon,  drawn  by  a  heavy  pair  of  bay 
horses,  so  terrified  the  child  that  she  stood 
as  if  petrified ;  the  driver  was  endeavor- 
ing frantically  to  get  control  of  his  team 
and  hung  to  the  reins  like  grim  death* 
The  bystanders  were  holding  their  breath 
in  suspense,  expecting  every  moment  to 
see  the  child  crushed  under  the  feet  of  the 
horses,  when  a  slight  form  was  seen  to 
dash  out  and  drag  the  little  girl  from  her 
perilous  position  to  the  curb.  The  child's 
life  was  saved,  but  the  agent  of  her  rescue 
did  not  escape  in  time  to  avoid  the  heavy 
wheels  of  the  wagon*  The  rescuer 
was  our  little  friend  and  the  tale  of  his 
heroism  sufficed  to  fill  my  column  that 
evening,  and  the  editor  asked  nothing 
better* 

t^*  1£7*  *2r* 

In  a  suburban  cemetery,  under  the 
cooling  shade  of  the  willows,  a  small  but 
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sympathetic  crowd  clustered  around  the 
grave  of  our  young  hero*  His  soul,  I 
trust,  is  now  in  Heaven,  and  he  exempt 
from  the  heat  and  troubles  of  this  world. 
His  fare  to  the  heavenly  city  was  not 
the  few  paltry  pennies  which  I  had  given 
him,  but  the  sweet  sacrifice  of  a  young 
life  for  the  saving  of  another. 

—  Hugh  Francis  Qpinn,  '01 


"Ugh!"  cried  the  disgusted  student, 
as  he  kicked  off  his  wet  hoots  and  went 
to  bed  to  he  sick  a  week  with  influenza, 
"  I  wish  something  could  be  done  so  that 
a  man  could  go  across  the  campus  with- 
out a  gondola/'  Our  friend  voiced  the 
sentiment  of  every  man  who  ever  passed 
the  melting  season  at  Bowdoin.  The 
flatness  of  campus, we  realize,  does  make 
draining  practically  impossible,  yet  we 
do  believe  that  the  ingenuity  of  Mr* 
Simpson  could  devise  a  system  of  plank 
walks,  such  as  might  be  put  in  position 
late  every  autumn  and  removed  after 
the  snow  and  slush  have  disappeared. 
The  expense,  if  we  mistake  not,  would 
not  prove  tremendous. 

t£*     «£*     «J* 

A  prominent  member  of  the  faculty, 
in  a  recent  talk  with  us,  strenuously 
urged  the  desirability  of  the  Orient's 
being  changed  into  a  weekly  newspaper. 
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Since  the  Quill  entered  the  field,  our  sister 
journal  has  more  and  more  restricted  itself 
to  news,  and  has  published  less  and  less  lit- 
erary matter*  At  present,  coming  out 
every  two  weeks,  it  finds  that  much  of 
its  material,  which  might  otherwise  prove 
interesting  and  helpful,  by  the  time  of 
publication,  has  become  an  old  story* 
Were  the  Orient  a  weekly,  it  could  prove 
itself  a  most  valuable  means  of  commu- 
nication between  the  faculty  and  the 
students*  Schedules,  library  and  recita- 
tion notices,  in  fact,  everything  which  is 
now  entrusted  to  that  rather  uncertain 
medium,  the  bulletin  board,  would  find 
a  place  in  its  columns*  It  could  prove 
itself  a  real  newspaper,  by  giving  us 
something  which  is  really  news,  and 
could  fittingly  devote  more  space  to  local 
events  which  have  not  as  yet  become 
ancient  history*  At  the  time  of  change, 
as  always  happens  when  alterations  are 
made  in  long  established  customs,  there 
would  undoubtedly  be  many  objections, 
but  the  proposal  is  one  worth  being  con- 
sidered, not  only  by  the  editors  of  our 
publications  but  by  the  student  body  and 
alumni* 

t#r*  t£r*  t£T* 

In  the  midst  of  an  overflow  of  martial 
two-steps  and  hurdy-gurdy  "coon"  songs, 
there  goes  forth  from  Bowdoin — what  ? 
Another  brass  band  march?  Another 
"rag  n  time  negro  piece  ?  Not  that  either, 
but  something  which  popular  composers 
seldom   put   forth  now-a-days — a  set  of 
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waltzes.  These  waltzes,  "The  Bow- 
doin,"  are  from  the  pen  of  Lucien  Percy 
Libby,  '99,  and  are  dedicated  to  his  class. 
With  an  attractive  black  and  white  ivy 
or  class  day  cover,  designed  by  R.  L. 
Marston,  f  99,  the  new  composition  makes 
its  bow  before  the  public.  By  the  way, 
you  might  buy  a  copy  of  the  Bowdoin 
Waltzes  as  a  Commencement  souvenir 
for  your  friend,  as  they  are  being  orches- 
trated and  will  be  played  here  at  that 
time. 

t^*  t&*  t^r* 

The  strong  probability  that  the  college 
will  return  to  its  old  seal  rejoices  the 
Quill.  Artistic,  no  doubt,  is  Mr.  Cur- 
rier's work,  but  the  hundred-years-old 
insignia,  faulty  though  it  may  be  in  its 
drawing,  had  a  quaintness  and  charm 
not  possessed  by  this  new,  quasi-classical 
affair. 

—J.  P.  W,  '00. 


f.  ffefaunt 


When  Ye  Postman  opened  his  mail 
bag  with  a  half-in-half  sense  of  pleasure 
and  duty,  the  first  thing;  that  met  his  eye 
was  The  Harvard  Lampoon*  He  laughed 
at  the  jokes  as  he  turned  page  after  page, 
until  he  came  to  the  following.  Then  he 
he  said,  "Sic  est  Veritas/' 

LAMPY'S  MID-YEAR  A  B  Cs 

A's  for  astonishment,  mingled  with  glee, 
"Which  our  faces  show  plainly  when  this  mark  we 
see. 

B's  for  the  beam,  so  broad  and  so  bright, 

That  covers  the  visage  when  this  mark's  in  sight. 

C  stands  for  contentment,  that  satisfied  air, 
Which  those,  who  have  got  it,  are  quite  sure  to 
wear. 

D  is  for  d — n  it !  a  naughty,  bad  curse. 
He  shouldn't  have  said  it ;  mark  might  have  been 
worse. 

E's  for  the  expression,  uneasy  and  sore, — 
George  Washington  Cram,  University  4. 

Ps  for  the  failure,  and  a  long  rustication, 
That  restful,  unwished-for  and  lonely  vacation. 

It  is  seldom  that  the  reader  of  a  col- 
lege  paper    finds    a    much    clearer  ex- 
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pression  of  one's  feelings  in  perusing 
Wordsworth  than  is  expressed  in  this 
sonnet  in  The  Columbia  Literary  cMonthly  : 

SONNET : 

Long,  Wordsworth,  have  I  missed  thy  beauty,  long 

Have  looked  on  all  thy  verse  as  barren  prose 

Where  Morals  and  Philosophy  arose 

To  prate  of  truth  and  wisdom,  right  and  wrong. 

Melodious  music,  lyric  burst  of  song — 

The  gladsome  offspring  of  the  poers  throes — 

I  found  them  not,  but  went  as  one  who  goes 

Blinded  by  light  unseen  because  too  strong. 

The  light  which  erstwhile  dazzled  now  grows  clear  i 
Philosopher  and  poet  are  akin  : 
Both  look  without  on  nature  and  within 
On  man  ;  nor  is  the  gaze  in  aught  austere. 
He  whosoe'er  will  seek  at  last  shall  find 
The  throbbing  heart  beneath  the  sentient  mind. 
—  Charles  Lochwood 


l£r*  G&*  *2f* 

Now  that  u  Boistrous  March  *  is  here 
and  spring  in  the  near  future,  we  sup- 
pose that  the  traditional  "spring  poet" 
will  soon  put  in  appearance  in  full  force. 
The  Yale  Courrant  is  already  in  the  field 
with  the  following: 

Gray  Winter  is  dying : 

Who'll  mourn  for  his  loss  ? 
The  brown  leaves  are  sighing, 
Gray  winter  is  dying ; 
The  swallows  are  flying 

The  bare  fields  across. 
Gray  Winter  is  dying  : 

Who'll  mourn  for  his  loss  ? 

-E.  B.Hill 
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Here   are  two   bits  from  the    Vassar 
Miscellany  : 

A  TRIOLET. 

I  long  to  confess  that  I  love  her  the  bestt 

She's  the  sweetest,  the  dearest,  the  daintiest  maiden  I 

But  she  will  consider  my  passion  a  jest* 

I  Jong  to  confess  that  I  love  her  the  best, 

She  has  lovers  galore,  so  my  heart  cannot  rest 

Till  I  tell  her  how  sorely  my  soul  is  overladen, 

I  long  to  confess  that  I  love  her  the  best, 

—  C.  W.  W.,  1900 

i2P       *2?*       t&* 

ANOTHER. 

Thought  Pd  write  a  triolet  — 
Easiest  thing  that  Pve  done  yet ! 
First  I  wrote,  "  Oh  dear  Janet," 
Thought  Pd  write  a  triolet  — 
Pet  would  rhyme,  or  Margaret  — 
"  Your  eyes  shame  the  violet, 
"With  the  morning  dew-drops  wet." 
Thought  Pd  write  a  triolet  — 

Easiest  thing  that  Pve  done  yet  I 
First  I  sent  it  to  Janet. 
Said  'twas  "  sweet "  and  so  did  Pet. 
Easiest  thing  that  Pve  done  yet. 
Sent  it  next  to  Margaret. 
(Quite  forgot  her  eyes  were  jet.) 
Didn't  speak  next  time  we  met  — 
Easiest  thing  that  Pve  done  yet ! 

—  M.L.P.,  1900 
F.  C.  L. 
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Cbe  University  Career 

HEN,  in  the  spring  of 
1892,  the  old  univer- 
sity buildings  in  the 
city  of  Leipsic  were  to 
be  demolished,  to  give 
place  to  the  larger  and 
more  magnificent 
structure  that  has  since  been  built,  the 
student  body  found  but  one  ground  for 
complaint,  and  that  was,  the  old  college 
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career,  or  prison,  must  be  destroyed* 
Buildings  were  to  be  torn  down,  parts  of 
which,  at  least,  were  more  than  two  hun- 
dred years  old,  yet  they  elicited  neither 
sigh  nor  remonstrance*  But  with  the 
career  the  case  was  quite  different*  A 
new  one  would,  of  course,  be  built,  but 
it  could  never  equal  the  glory  and  the 
associations  of  the  old*  For  this  irrepa- 
rable loss  there  was  many  a  moist  eye. 
But  the  decree  had  gone  forth,  and 
within  a  few  short  weeks  the  building, 
including  the  beloved  career,  lay  a  heap 
of  shapeless  ruins* 

At  that  same  time  there  appeared  in 
print  in  the  city  a  little  book  which  is 
now  treasured  by  every  student  of  the 
university  as  a  priceless  relic*  It  is  a  lit- 
tle volume  of  poems  entitled,  translated, 
"Prison-Songs,  experienced  and  written 
down  in  the  old  Leipsic  prison,  by  the 
last  man  incarcerated,  Anti-polypius 
(vulgo  :  Max  Oellmer) ."  The  author, 
whose  name  is  thinly  disguised  under 
the  pseudonym  of  Max  Oellmer,  was  a 
talented  young  German,  given  to  poet- 
izing on  all  possible  occasions*  His  sobri- 
quet of  Anti-polypius  will  be  better 
understood  when  it  is  explained  that  the 
police  of  the  city  go  quite  commonly  in 
student  parlance  under  the  title  of  "  pol- 
yps/' a  term  that  requires  little  further 
explanation.  Oellmer's  offense,  as  it 
appears  from  the  poems,  was  nothing 
more  serious  than  the  extinguishing  of  a 
street  lamp,  for  which  he  was  arrested 
by  one  of  the  aforesaid  race,  was  reported 
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to  the  university  authorities,  and  by 
them  condemned  to  three  days  imprison- 
ment* Hence  his  anti-polypic  tendencies* 
To  the  uninitiated  these  songs  are 
quite  a  revelation*  In  place  of  the  dole- 
ful wails  that  we  should  naturally  expect 
to  hear  emanating:  from  prison  walls  — 
even  from  a  college  prison  —  we  have  a 
description  of  the  pleasant  manner  in 
which  the  poet  managed  to  while  away 
the  weary  hours.  He  begins  with  a 
44  Prologue/'  which  may  serve  as  a  suita- 
ble illustration  of  the  character  of  this 
u  durance  vile." 

Many  a  jolly  student  song 

Has  echoed  in  this  hall. 
Which  soon  —  alas  —  'twill  not  be  long. 

In  f uins  grim  must  fall. 

Here  have  they  held  full  many  a  bout 

And  sung  enraptured  lay  — 
Soon  is  its  sand  of  time  run  out 

No  hand  its  course  can  stay. 

Ere  then  to  ruin,  dread  Time  brings 

The  spot  where  many  feted. 
This  one  last  joyous  greeting  sings 

The  "  last  incarcerated." 

A  strange  lay.  indeed,  to  proceed  from 
prison  walls,  but  not  merrier,  or  perhaps 
it  might  better  be  said,  not  less  lacking 
in  the  proper  spirit  of  penance  than  all 
the  songs  that  follow*  For  the  poet 
sings  of  the  delicate  attentions  of  his 
comrades,  who  in  the  morning  come 
laden  with  u  books  and  daily  papers, 
cherries,  and  good  smoking  tobacco." 
Gay  companionship  is  not  wanting; 
friends  come  and  go.     An  occasional  col- 
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lege  song  from  a  neighboring  cell  pro- 
claims to  our  convict  that  he  is  not  the 
only  occupant  of  the  prison*  Seated  at 
his  barred  window  during  a  few  solitary 
moments,  the  prisoner  watches  the  con- 
stant stream  of  passers  through  the  col- 
lege court*  A  gray-haired  gentleman 
stops*  points  out  the  cell  with  its  solitary 
occupant  to  his  daughters*  and*  in  so 
doing*  displays  a  knowledge  of  its  inte- 
rior that  bespeaks  experience*  Delight- 
ful above  all  else  to  the  eyes  of  the 
prisoner  is  the  sight  of  his  tailor  passing 
by*  Joy !  there  is  one  spot  to  which  this 
avenging  fury  cannot  penetrate*  Then* 
too*  at  night*  the  weird  decorations  of 
the  prison  walls  furnish  free  play  to  his 
poetic  fancy*  His  spirits  rise  until  he  is 
forced  to  sing : 

And  yet*  'tis  better  than  I  weened* 

In  truth  right  gay  and  jolly* 
See  callers*  smoke*  enjoy  a  laugh* 

And  give  free  rein  to  Folly* 

Throughout  the  whole  collection  this  is 
the  prevailing  tone*  There  is  but  one 
sad  note*  and  that  is  struck  when  the 
matter  of  expense  crosses  the  poet's  mind* 
All  would  be  unalloyed  pleasure  did  not 
the  turnkey  of  his  prison  exact  an  exor- 
bitant fee  every  time  he  locked  or 
unlocked  the  door*  The  prisoner*  too. 
must  bear  all  other  expenses  arising  from 
his  imprisonment*  But  even  under  these 
adverse  conditions  he  is  forced  to  write 

And  were  not  all  the  cost  so  great* 

Must  I  not  pay  so  dearly* 
No  spot  on  earth's  fair  surface  green 

Would  suit  my  taste  more  nearly. 
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But  the  real  objects  of  interest  in  this 
book  to  the  student's  eye  are  the  illustra- 
tions, of  which  there  is  a  generous  con- 
tribution. The  exterior  of  the  prison  as 
one  sees  it  from  the  court,  the  approach, 
the  narrow  stairway,  and  the  hall  with 
its  eight  cell  doors,  are  all  faithfully 
reproduced  in  this  precious  relic.  The 
interior  of  the  cells  and  the  views  from 
the  prison  windows  are  of  unspeakable 
value  to  those  who,  for  longer  or  shorter 
periods,  have  gazed  from  these  selfsame 
spots*  But  of  much  greater  interest  to 
the  general  reader  are  the  reproductions 
of  the  countless  drawings  upon  the 
walls,  which  have  been  made  by  the 
various  occupants  during  their  imprison- 
ment. So  faithfully  has  this  been  done 
that  our  poet  is  obliged  to  lament  that 
he  is  able  to  find  no  spot  large  enough 
to  permit  him  to  inscribe  his  name* 

Among  these  frescoes  are  countless 
arms  and  insignia  of  the  various  corps, 
skeletons,  apes  and  tomcats.  Here  on 
the  right  wall  is  a  gay  "procession  of 
King  Skat,"  with  all  the  vast  array  of 
living  diamonds,  clubs,  hearts  and  spades. 
The  decoration  covers  one  entire  face  of 
the  prison  wall,  and  we  can  well  credit 
the  statement  of  the  artist  who  inscribes 
upon  his  masterpiece,  u  F.  Lindner,  a  stu- 
dent of  philosophy,  sat  here  three  weeks 
for  fighting  a  duel,  and  painted  this  pic- 
ture to  while  away  the  time."  Other 
artists  represent  the  manner  of  their 
arrest,  and,  in  so  doing,  disclose  the  na- 
ture of  their  offense.     Through  all  and 
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in  all,  beer-mugs,  pipes  and  swords  reign 
supreme,  while  "purgatory,"  which  is 
the  commonly  accepted  name  for  this 
necessary  college  institution,  is  portrayed 
with  a  touch  that  would  shame  a  master* 
Taken  in  its  entirety,  this  little  volume 
furnishes  us  with  a  true  impression  of  the 
interest  and  affection  with  which  the 
average  German  student  looks  upon 
the  university  career*  It  is  part  and 
parcel  of  every  well-organized  institution 
of  learning  in  Germany*  From  our  own 
standpoint  it  is  difficult  to  realize  how 
such  an  institution  should  be  tolerated* 
But  when  we  reflect  that  the  college 
prison  is  a  last  relic  of  the  days  when 
each  university  was  a  separate  munici- 
pality by  itself,  framing  its  own  laws 
and  exacting  its  own  penalties,  we  are 
impressed  with  a  feeling  of  respect  rather 
than  derision*  Even  to  the  present  day 
the  German  student  is  amenable  only  to 
the  laws  of  his  own  university,  except  in 
cases  of  criminal  offense*  If  detected 
in  any  misdemeanor  the  student  has  but 
to  produce  the  u  student-card,"  which  is 
furnished  by  the  authorities  to  each  of  its 
members,  and  he  is  secure  from  arrest* 
His  case  will  be  dealt  with  entirely  by 
the  university  court*  And  thus  it  comes 
about  that,  soon  or  late,  many  of  the 
livelier  sets  among  the  students  find 
themselves  —  behind  prison  bars*  Under 
the  mild  conditions  that  have  been 
clearly  seen  in  the  poems  of  the 
44  Prison-songs,"  the  career  becomes  by 
no  means  the  most  unendurable  of  places* 
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Indeed,  it  is  quite  dear  to  the  hearts  of 
the  student  body;  they  will  return  to  it 
after  graduation  as  we  are  accustomed 
to  revisit  our  old  college  rooms,  to  refresh 
the  memory  of  pleasant  days  that  are 
long  since  passed. 

—  George  Taylor  Files,  '89 


"Shadowy  on  my  6ye$  gomes  the 
night  Creeping  " 

BEFORE  the  dome,  to  the  bright  Sun  God 
dear, 
The  selfish  king  bore  forth  his  loyal  wife, 
A  self-made  ransom  for  her  lord  foredoomed : 
And  o'er  the  shining  court  there  sadly  loomed 
Grim  Thanatos,  all  dark'ning  hope  and  life, 
"While  'mid  the  gloom  Alcestis  cried  in  fear  — 
"  Shadowy  on  my  eyes  comes  the  night  creeping/' 

And  'cross  life's  stage  when  all  seems  fresh  and  f air* 
The  Sun  God  brightly  shining  as  of  yore, 
There  stalks,  with  step  relentless,  slow  and  grim, 
That  same  dark  form,  now  shading  you,  now  him. 
Now  me.    We  feel  its  presence  ever  more  and 

more, 
And  moan,  half  in  relief,  half  in  despair  — 
44  Shadowy  on  my  eyes  comes  the  night  creeping." 
—  Kenneth  C  M.  Sills,  '01 


Constance  Cyndeirs  fiarp- 
sicbora 

IEVEN  o'clock  and  all's 
well!" 

The  patriot  army  was 
quartered  at  Philadel- 
phia during  the  winter 
of  \  776  and  it  was  the 
voice  of  the  sentry 
which  rangf  out  so  clear  in  the  frosty  air* 
Old  Gustave  Tyndell  stopped  in  his 
hall  and  listened  to  the  call  as  it  died 
away  down  the  street*  Then  he  turned 
to  the  drawing-room  where  his  daughter 
Constance  was  playing  on  the  old  harp- 
sichord* 

Now  this  harpsichord  of  Constance 
Tyndell's  was  no  ordinary  instrument* 
It  had  been  brought  from  Germany  where* 
tradition  said,  it  had  once  been  caressed 
by  the  magic  hand  of  Mozart*  This 
fact  alone  would  have  made  the  harpsi- 
chord interesting,  but  the  neighbors  had 
to  go  farther.  Some  said  that  a  charm 
had  been  cast  over  it  by  the  master ;  others 
believed  that  it  was  its  maker  who  had 
put  such  a  personality  and  sensitiveness 
into  the  lifeless  thing  that  it  was  suscep- 
tible to  good  and  evil.  They  asserted 
that  they  had  often  noticed  that  when 
an  evil  minded  person  or  one  of  merely 
peevish   disposition    attempted   to    play 
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upon  it,  the  action  tightened  so  that  the 
performer  experienced  a  difficulty  in  get- 
ting the  instrument  to  speak  and  that 
even  when  he  had  done  so,  the  tone  was 
harsh  and  out  of  tune*  Let  but  a  person 
of  pure  mind  and  kindly  disposition 
touch  the  keys,  said  these  story  tellers, 
and  the  harpsichord  would  sing  like  an 
aeolian  harp*  Constance,  I  think,  rather 
enjoyed  the  tales,  for  it  was  confessed  by 
everyone  that  the  harpsichord  never 
sounded  so  beautiful  as  under  her  touch* 

As  she  was  playing  now,  her  father 
sat  in  his  big  arm  chair  before  the  open 
fire,  and  watched  the  curiously  carved 
face  on  the  music  rack  before  Constance* 
Its  expression  kept  changing  in  the 
flickering  light  like  a  thing  bewitched* 
Indeed,  had  some  of  the  superstitious 
folk  who  told  such  silly  tales  about  the 
instrument  been  present,  I  feel  sure  they 
would  have  taken  this  as  a  proof  of  their 
statement  that  it  was  charmed* 

But  Constance  was  not  thinking  of 
the  wooden  face  as  she  played*  She  had 
another  face  before  her  and  she  blushed 
a  deep  crimson  when  her  father  cried, 
*  Constance,  what  are  you  thinking  of  ?  " 

No  reply* 

"  Is  it  of  the  young  Parisian  you  met 
at  cousin's  ?  I  much  fear  we  must  have 
nothing  to  do  with  Tories  even  if  they 
are  our  kinsmen*     No  good  comes  of  it*" 

"Then,  too,"  he  continued  later,  "I 
distrust  any  man  who  in  these  troublous 
times  has  nought  to  do  but  teach  and 
play  the  harpsichord,  and  call  on  friends* 
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If  he  is  a  Parisian,  as  you  say,  and  is  not 
interested  in  the  cause  of  the  American 
colonies,  'twere  better  for  him  and  for  us 
that  he  were  home  in  his  gay  capital/' 
"Have  no  fear,  Constance/'  he  added, 
u  I'll  be  kind  to  Monsieur  during  his  visit 
this  evening  if  only  for  your  sake*  But 
remember,  he's  not  to  come  again.  At 
least  not  without  my  permission." 

I  know  not  how  long  he  remembered 
his  promise,  but  after  having  listened  to 
the  caller  for  a  half-hour  and  heard  him 
talk  only  of  grand  opera  and  Italian 
singers,  the  good  old  gentleman  finally 
lost  his  temper  and  cried  :  "  Young  man, 
these  are  days  when  every  able-bodied 
man  in  the  American  colonies  must  listen 
to  the  music  of  fife  and  drum,  to  the 
martial  song  of  roaring  flintlock  and 
clashing  saber.  I've  no  patience  with 
the  man  whose  mind  is  not  engrossed 
in  the  mighty  conflict  before  us.  As  for 
me,  old  and  feeble  as  I  am,  I'd  give  my 
useless  body  to  the  cause,  could  it  profit 
anything ! " 

u  There,  Father,"  interposed  Constance, 
44  I'm  sure  our  friend  feels  an  interest  in 
our  affairs,  but  of  course  not  as  we  do, 
who  have  always  had  this  land  for  a 
home.  Surely  to-night  we  may  think  a 
bit  of  the  gentler  arts  of  peace  and  I  feel 
sure  we  shall  now  have  some  music  on 
the  harpsichord."  And  she  pointed  to 
the  instrument. 

The  visitor  arose  to  seat  himself  at  the 
keyboard,  when,  unless  old  Tyndell's 
eyes  played  him  a  trick,  the  little  carved 
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face  on  the  music  rack  scowled  in  a  most 
furious  manner.  It  now  seemed  to  the 
old  man  to  grow  darker  and  darker  as 
the  musician  drew  nearer,  until  just  as 
the  hand  was  raised  to  strike  the  first 
notes  it  seemed  as  if  the  little  being;  was 
to  burst  with  rage*  Tust  then,  however,  a 
most  remarkable  thing  happened*  With 
a  crash,  snap,  bang,  a  dozen  wires  in  the 
instrument  broke* 

Constance  Tyndell  turned  pale* 

At  that  very  second  a  loud  knock 
sounded  on  the  outer  door  and,  before 
being  bidden  to  enter,  there  marched  into 
the  room  four  figures,  clad  in  the  uni- 
forms of  the  colonial  soldiers* 

"Is  one  M*  Genot  in  your  house?" 
queried  the  spokesman* 

Old  Tyndell  pointed  to  the  cowering 
object  across  the  room* 

"A  warrant  for  your  arrest,  Sir!" 
cried  the  officer,  laying  hold  on  the 
caller's  shoulders*  Then  turning  to  Con- 
stance and  her  father,  he  added,  "  For  six 
months  under  the  guise  of  a  Parisian  music 
teacher,  this  man  has  dwelt  in  the  midst 
of  the  townspeople  and  kept  up  a  constant 
communication  between  the  Tories  and 
the  British  commander." 

With  these  words  M*  Genot  was  hus- 
tled away  and  Constance  Tyndell's  idol 
as  well  as  her  harpsichord  was  shattered 
beyond  repair* 

—  James  PUisted  Webber,  '00 
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Eife 

HE  morn  in  dazzling  splendor  breaks* 
All  radiant  with  light, 
The  day,  a  round  of  toil  and  care, 
A  time  for  rest  the  night. 

A  morn,  a  day,  a  night  for  man  — 
Fair  youth  the  morning  bright, 

The  day,  a  time  to  do  his  work, 
The  sleep  of  death,  his  night. 

—  burton  SMelvilk  Clough,  '00 


prece- 
year's 


m  Quill  Prizes 

OLLOWING  the 
dent  set  by  last 
board,  the  editors  of  the 
Quill  announce  a  prize 
contest  for  the  best  poem 
and  best  short  story 
which  shall  be  handed 
to  us  previous  to  the  27th  of  next  May* 
This  competition  is  open  to  all  under- 
graduates of  Bowdoin,  excepting  mem- 
bers of  the  Quill  staff,  and  will  be 
conducted  after  the  manner  of  last  year's 
contest.  Each  contributor  is  to  sign  his 
story  or  poem  with  a  nom-de-plume, 
mark  it  u  For  the  Quill  Contest/'  and  en- 
close with  it  an  envelope  bearing  on  the 
outside  the  name  under  which  he  has 
written,  and  containing  within  his  real 
name*  The  judges  will  consist  of  two 
members  of  the  faculty  and  the  chairman 
of  the  editorial  board*  Both  the  story 
and  poem  which  are  adjudged  best  will 
be  printed  in  our  commencement  issue* 
Now  as  to  the  prizes  themselves*  For 
the  best  poem  we  offer  a  set  of  Shake- 
speare exactly  like  that  which  made  such 
an  acceptable  ptize  last  year*  For  the 
best  short  story  we  offer  the  set  of  u  Little 
Masterpieces"  recently  published  by  the 
Doubleday  and  McClure  Company,  who 
are   also  publishers  of  the  Shakespeare 
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mentioned  above*  These  "Little  Mas- 
terpieces/' consisting  of  characteristic 
writings  of  ten  great  authors,  are  edited 
by  Prof.  Bliss  Perry,  of  Princeton*  Here 
is  the  list : 

Volume  I  —  Poe. 

Volume  II  —  Hawthorne. 

Volume  III  —  Irving. 

Volume  IV  —  Franklin. 

Volume  V  —  Webster. 
Vol.  VI  — Lincoln  (including  the  "Lost Speech"). 
Volume  VII  —  Macaulay. 

Volume  VIII  —  Ruskin. 

Volume  IX  —  Carlyle. 

Volume  X  —  Thackeray. 

Both  of  these  sets  may  be  seen  at  the 
Chairman's  room,  and  any  further  in- 
formation concerning  the  contest  will  be 
cheerfully  given. 

The  style  of  the  poem  and  story,  their 
length  and  subject,  must  of  course  rest  a 
good  deal  with  individual  taste.  We 
would  advise,  however,  that  the  story  be 
not  over  fifteen  hundred  words,  and  the 
poem  we  should  think  ought  to  be  at 
longest  such  as  may  be  printed  on  two 
pages  of  the  Quill.  Few  of  our  under- 
graduates can  write  an  epic  of  sustained 
beauty  and  interest. 


n  Criolet  —Co  6  — 

OHt  she  does  o'er  her  golf  cape  under  her  chin  — 
Katiet  my  bonnie  sweet  lassie  — 
And  my  heart,  like  Katie's,    is    fastened 
therein, 
As  she  does  o'er  her  golf  cape  tinder  her 
chin; 
And  I  know  that  my  Katie  can  ne'er  fail  to  win 

For  Cupid's  anigh  as  her  caddie. 
Oh,  she  does  o'er  her  golf  cape  under  her  chin, 
Katie,  my  bonnie  sweet  lassie. 

H.    W.,  '99 


Cbc  Tnn  on  the  Stage  Road 

|HIS  story  was  told  by- 
different  ones  of  the 
company,  but  I  have 
set  it  down  as  recounted 
by  the  center-piece,  with 
some  illuminations  by 
the  others* 
The  tale  concerns  a  certain  ancient 
New  England  tavern,  which  I  will  not 
precisely  locate,  in  order  that  each  reader 
may  credit  his  native  locality  with  the 
distinction*  It  is  enough  to  say  that  it 
was  on  an  old  stage  road,  where  it  ran 
down  near  the  seashore  in  an  uninhab- 
ited, desolate  region.  The  original  ob- 
ject of  the  building  was  a  post  to  break 
too  long  a  stage.  At  length  it  was  built 
up  more,  and  by  the  year  \  663  it  had 
come  to  be  a  spacious  inn,  so  that  often 
when  the  coach  pulled  up  at  the  door 
travelers  were  astonished  by  the  sound 
of  boisterous  revelry  in  the  midst  of  such 
a  wilderness.  To  those  whose  suspicions 
were  incited  by  the  wild  songs  which 
rattled  the  shutters,  the  location  and 
secluded  cove  were  conclusive  arguments. 
At  the  time,  however,  of  the  incident 
which  I  am  about  to  relate,  that  is  along 
near  J  765,  the  tavern  was  a  highly  re- 
spectable resort,  and  of  a  sharp  winter 
evening  the  gentlemen  of  the  vicinity 
were  often  to  be  found  partaking  of  their 
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Ogdent  around  its  hearth.  One  in  par- 
ticular, a  sea-captain,  by  name  of  Moore, 
liked  to  put  in  here  between  voyages* 
He  was  a  man  who  minded  no  one,  liv- 
ing or  dead ;  he  boasted  of  his  smuggling 
and  his  fighting,  and  always  led  the 
singing  at  the  top  of  his  voice*  It  is  to 
be  regretted  concerning  him  also,  that 
he  was  not  moderate  in  his  potations* 

One  tumultuous  night  the  periwigged 
assemblage  within  the  tavern  were  plying 
their  mugs  and  long  pipes,  when  the  con- 
versation turned  upon  deeds  of  darkness 
and  the  sea,  and  at  length  to  the  history 
of  the  roof  over  them*  The  wild  noises 
that  used  to  ring  through  the  place  were 
referred  to  as  having  some  connection 
with  a  strange,  slim  schooner  which  at 
that  period  often  lay  to  in  the  cove* 
Then  the  gentlemen  toasted  the  merry 
old  days  of  Captain  Flint,  Black-beard, 
and  the  terrible  L'Ollouais,  who  captured 
the  five  frigates  sent  to  take  him.  The 
night  was  conducive  to  the  sentiment, 
for  the  wind  belted  about  the  four  cor- 
ners of  the  house,  and  the  breakers  were 
shouting  and  rushing  like  boarders  upon 
the  shingle* 

44  Strike  me  dead ! "  cried  Moore,  wav- 
ing his  pipe  as  he  staggered  to  his  feet, 
44  but  I  wish  I  had  sailed  with  them ;  but 
I'd  fight  'em,  too*" 

Crash !  The  tempest  had  struck  the 
house,  bursting  in  the  door,  and  there  on 
the  threshold,  wrapped  in  a  great  cloak, 
stood  the  image  of  Francois  L'Ollouais* 
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Just  then  came  a  lull  in  the  storm. 
The  silence  was  profound,  and  all 
watched  the  figure  at  the  door ;  Moore, 
fallen  back  against  the  wall,  saw  with 
protruding;  eyes. 

The  pirate  did  not  notice  the  company, 
but  entered  the  hall  followed  by  several 
men  bearing  a  chest.  They  raised  a 
trap  door,  and  slowly  let  down  their  bur- 
den, when  one  by  one  they  descended, 
L'Ollouais  holding  a  lantern,  and  going 
down  last  himself. 

Moore,  having  partly  recovered,  looked 
about  the  circle  of  white  faces.  No  one 
spoke,  but  they  exchanged  glances  like 
a  parcel  of  frightened  children.  Pres- 
ently he  found  words : 

"And  him  dead,  too,  ninety  years 
a  gone,  at  Tortugas." 

44  Not  at  Tortugas,"  said  another,  u  he 
got  away  and  was  seen  five  years  later, 
beating  up  this  coast  in  a  schooner." 

Farther  and  farther  down  a  subterra- 
nean passage  sounded  the  footsteps  of 
the  midnight  visitors,  till  at  length  the 
tread  died  in  the  distance. 

The  apparition  had  vanished  so  com- 
pletely that  it  seemed  a  delusion,  and 
each  asked  his  neighbor  if  he  had  seen 
it.  The  company  finally  rose.  What 
was  to  be  done  no  one  exactly  knew, 
but  it  was  evident  that  some  scheme 
of  defense  or  flight  must  be  come  at. 
Moore  dashed  off  a  pannikin  and  felt 
encouraged. 

"  Let  us  bar  the  trap,"  said  one. 
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They  went  to  the  hall,  the  floor  of 
which  was  laid  in  small  pieces  of  wood 
so  that  it  was  not  easy  to  find  the  door* 
Up  to  this  time  the  inn-keeper  himself 
had  been  ignorant  of  its  presence*  At 
length  they  found  it  out*  Moore  lifted 
it  slightly  and  looked  below  into  the  pas- 
sage* which  was  feebly  lighted* 

44  You'd  be  struck  dead  but  you'd  like 
to  sail  with  them/'  jeered  an  elderly  rep- 
robate, who  was  helping  to  bring  into 
the  hall  a  heavy  log* 

Moore  glanced  about  the  group.  They 
seemed  to  totter  slightly  before  him*  and 
while  all  stood  breathlessly  intent*  he 
cried : 

"  I  don't  doubt  they  are  jolly  dogs  and 
have  many  a  jolly  doubloon*" 

He  raised  the  trap  more  and  slid  down 
the  ladder*  The  first  shock  worn  away* 
and  impelled  by  jibes  and  Dutch  courage, 
he  had  regained  his  accustomed  swagger. 
Bah !  it  must  be  all  a  nightmare,  to  be 
overcome  by  strength  of  will;  the  sides 
of  the  tunnel*  which  appeared  to  stretch 
away  absolutely  straight*  from  time  to 
time  brought  up  violently  against  him. 
Without  doubt  his  situation  was  not  a 
fact*  But  coming  suddenly  on  a  heavy 
door*  he  swung  it  open*  and  was  im- 
pressed with  the  reality  of  the  exigency* 

The  room  beyond  was  crowded  with 
swarthy,  fierce-looking  men*  each  of 
whom  fixed  his  eyes  upon  Moore*  In 
the  midst  was  L'Ollouais*  who  had  evi- 
dently been  directing  something*  for  still 
pointing  with  his  pipe*  he  looked  around 
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over  his  shoulder  with  an  air  of  extreme 
annoyance*  For  one  stifling  moment  no 
one  stirred.  Then  at  an  impatient  ges- 
ture from  their  leader,  several  of  the 
crew  ran  forward  with  spades  and  mat- 
tocks. Moore  spit  in  his  hand  and 
swung  out  his  cutlass,  but  his  guard  was 
instantly  struck  down;  several  pistols 
flashed,  and  he  received  a  heavy  blow  on 
the  head*  The  men  seemed  to  fall  for- 
ward together  and  dart  into  the  air ; 
the  room  swam  round;  the  floor  sank 
away  from  beneath* 

Infinitely  after  and  in  the  infernal  re- 
gions, Moore  thought,  he  was  coming 
upon  consciousness.  Near  him  sounded 
laughter  and  jests* 

"A  terrible  thing,  the  horrors,"  said 
some  one.     Whereat  all  were  amused. 

"There,"  continued  the  voice,  "you 
are  in  your  own  bed,  so  keep  quite  still." 

He  felt  mortally  tired,  and  was  content 
to  lie  back. 

— John  Alexander  Pierce,  '01 


Cbeir  first 

i 

TWO  LETTERS  AND  A  TELEGRAM 

Burton,  Jan*  8,  J  89— . 
Dear  Mother : 

Do  you  think  that  you  could 
make  us  a  visit  of  a  week  or  so  ?  I  may 
as  well  tell  you  that  Mary  and  I  have 
had  a  disagreement — the  first  married 
squabble  you  used  to  warn  me  about*  I 
tried  to  smooth  it  over,  but  Mary  is  not 
well  and  once  excited  would  not  calm 
down*  You  know  what  tact  you  have  ; 
won't  you  come  and  help  out  ? 
Your  distracted  son, 

Thomas  P*  Yates,  Jr. 
To  Mrs*  Thomas  P*  Yates,  Sr*, 
Williamstown,  Me* 


Burton,  Jan*  8,  \  89— 
My  Dearest  Comforter : 

What  shall  I  do?  Tom  and  I 
have  had  a  quarrel*  Oh,  it  was  so  hor- 
rid !  I  know  I  was  hasty,  but  he  was  so 
provoking ;  I  didn't  think  any  one  could 
be  so  horrid!  Oh  dear !  Just  think, 
mother,  he  smoked  in  the  parlor !  And 
I  hate  smoking!  And  he  said  he  was 
sorry,  but  he  had  the  habit,  and  smoking 
was  so  nice  to  the  nerves;  and  when  I 
cried,  like  a  goose,  he  said  he  would  join 
a  club  and  smoke  there ;  and  then  I  cried 
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again  !  Wasn't  I  angry,  though !  Leave 
me  all  alone  and  smoke  at  a  club!  I 
told  him,  he  did  not  love  me  as  he  used 
to,  and  then  he  said,  "  Well,  I  don't  love 
to  see  you  cry,  so  I  will  stay  home/' 

I  was  a  goose,  I  know,  to  say  that,  and 
he  looked  so  sorry.  But  he  wants  to 
to  smoke  I  kno<w  and  I  can't  stand  to- 
bacco. What  shall  I  do?  I  wish  you 
were  here  to  help  me  out.  I  am  wretched. 
Your  unhappy  daughter, 

Mary. 
To  Mrs.  William  Carleton, 
Newton,  Me. 


9-1,  '9—,  Williamstown,  Me. 
To  Mr.  Thomas  P.  Yates,  Jr.,   Burton, 
Me. 
Meet   me   at    1.30  train.    Will  come 
alone.  Elizabeth  T.  Yates. 

n 

MORE  LETTERS,  AND  TELEGRAM  NO.  2 

Burton,  Jan.  It,  '9— . 
Dear  Father : 

Is  there  no  possible  way  by 
which  you  can  get  mother  home?  I 
never  was  in  such  a  pickle  in  all  my  life. 
Mary's  mother  arrived  here  just  half  an 
hour  after  mother  came.  And  what  a 
scene!  Mother  blamed  Mary  for  want 
of  tact  and  Mrs.  Carleton  blamed  me 
as  being  brutish !  Then  I  took  up  Mary's 
cause  and  Mary  mine.  I  tell  you  I  have 
not  had  a  moment's  rest  for  two  days. 
Sneers,   angry  looks,  tears  and  repent- 
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ance*  That  is  the  order  of  each  hour* 
Mother  swears  she  will  not  leave  us  till 
Mrs*  Carleton  goes,  and  Mrs*  Carleton 
told  Maryshe  could  not  leave  her  to 
"that  brute*"  Mary  and  I  fully  agree 
that  there  will  be  no  peace  until  the 
44  maters  n  leave. 

For  heaven's  sake  have  pity  and  find 
some  pretext  of  bringing  mother  home* 
This  hubbub  will  kill  Mary  if  it  con- 
tinues* 

"Have  pity*" 

Yours  in  entreaty* 

Thomas* 
To  Mr*  Thomas  P*  Yates*  Sr** 
Williamstown*  Me* 


Burton*  Jan*  iif  \S9— * 
My  Dearest  Papa : 

I  am  alarmed  at  the  state  of 
mama's  health*  You  know  how  delicate 
she  is*  Won't  you  call  her  home  and 
make  her  see  some  Portland  or  Boston 
doctor?  She  won't  mind  me  and  the 
atmosphere  here  is  not  good  for  her*  It 
is  so  foggy*  Please  do  as  I  wish  you  to* 
like  a  good  old  daddy*  and  make  mama 
obey  and  go  home  to  be  doctored !  I  am 
much  worried  about  her* 

Your  loving  daughter* 

Mary* 

P*  S*     Mrs*  Yates  is   here   on  a  short 
visit*  M* 

To  Mr*  William  Carleton, 
Newton*  Me* 


THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL  \2\ 

Williamstown,  Me.,  M  2,  '9— . 
To  Mrs*  Thomas  P.  Yates,  Sr.,  Burton, 
Me. 
Come  home  at  once.     Nellie  is  here  on 
short  visit.  Thomas  P.  Yates,  Sr. 


Newton,  Me.,  Jan.  12,  '9— . 
My  Dear  Wife : 

I  shall  pass  through  Burton  to- 
morrow on  my  way  to  Portland.  Please 
to  join  me  at  the  station,  as  I  wish  to 
take  you  to  see  Dr.  Warnent,  who  is  in 
Portland  for  a  short  time,  about  your 
nervous  troubles.  Do  not  fail  me  as  I  am 
limited  in  time. 

Yours  with  love  to  all, 

William. 

m 

FINAL  CORRESPONDENCE. 

Newton,  Me.,  Jan.  3 J,  '9—. 
Dear  Old  Friend : 

From  my  daughter's  letter  and 
my  wife's  health,  I  guess  that  the  old 
Irish  quibble  of  u  Hinther  a  mon  who 
bates  his  woife  and  the  woife  bates  you/' 
is  true  after  all.  The  old  ladies  must 
have  laid  the  cudgels  on  well,  for  the 
young  folks  ousted  them  soon  enough. 
If  my  memory  serves  me  right,  Maria 
and  I  were  once  the  same,  when  "  youth 
was  hot."     u  Live,  love  and  forget !  n 

I  hope  your   wife   is   fully   recovered. 
My  regards  to  all. 

Yours  in  haste, 

William  Carleton. 
To  Mr.  Thomas  P.  Yates,  Sr. 
Williamstown,  Me. 
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Williamstown,  Feb,  JO,  '9— . 
Dear  William : 

Just  a  line  in  reply  to  yours  of 
the  3  \  st.  Eliza  is  better.  You  are  right* 
It  is  the  same  old  story  as  I  saw  as  soon 
as  I  read  my  son's  letter* 

"  Lovers  quarrels  end  in  kisses." 
Yours  in  F.  F.  F., 

Thomas  P.  Yates,  Sr. 
To  Mr*  William  Carleton, 
Newton,  Me. 


Burton,  Me.,  Feb.  *5,  '9— • 
Messrs.  Pipes  &  Co.,  Dealers  in  Tobaccos, 
etc. 
Dear  Sirs :  —  Please  to  send  a  box  of 
best  Havana  cigars  to  my  address  at  once 
with  bill.         Yours  sincerely, 

Mary  T.  Yates. 
To  Pipes  &  Co., 
Boston,  Mass. 


Burton,  Me.,  Feb.  \  6,  '9— . 
Miss  E.  P.  Trimmers, 

Dear  Miss :  —  Please  to  trim  a  hat  for 
Mrs.  Yates,   in  latest   spring    style   and 
send  the  same  with  bill  before  Easter. 
Yours  truly, 

Thomas  P.  Yates,  Jr. 
To  Miss  E.  P.  Trimmers, 
Boston,  Mass. 

Fred'k  Crosby  Lee,  1900 


A  circular  which  came  to  hand  this 
week  is  well  worth  bringing  before  the 
attention  of  Bowdoin  men  who  are  at  all 
interested  in  college  journalism*  Two 
Columbia  '99  men,  recent  editor-in-chief 
of  the  well-known  publications,  u  The 
Morningside  n  and  "  The  Columbia  Lit- 
erary Monthly,"  purpose  starting  next 
autumn  a  new  magazine,  "The  Ameri- 
can/* Believing  that  there  is  a  great  deal 
of  good  writing  done  by  under-graduates 
in  the  fields  of  both  verse  and  prose,  they 
intend  to  encourage  especially  young 
graduates  to  contribute  to  their  pages* 
Although  the  founders  of  "The  Ameri- 
can n  recognize  the  fact  that  merit  is 
bound  to  come  to  the  front  in  time,  they 
also  feel  that  the  majority  of  our  best 
magazines  do  not  give  young  writers  the 
impetus  and  stimulus  which  their  work 
deserves* 

t^*        t2?*        t&* 

The  spring  term  opens  with  a  new 
course  added  to  the  curriculum  —  that  of 
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English  Composition,  designed  especially 
for  Sophomores,  but  available  for  Juniors 
and  Seniors  whose  other  hours  do  not 
conflict*  The  work,  consisting  of  recita- 
tions with  Barrett  Wendell's  "English 
Composition  n  as  a  text-book,  and  theme 
writing  is  conducted  by  Henry  Edwin 
Andrews,  Bowdoin  '94*  As  yet,  this 
course  is  somewhat  of  an  experiment,  but 
ought  to  prove  successful*  It  seems  as  if 
Bowdoin's  department  in  English  Compo- 
sition has  been  sadly  deficient,  in  the 
amount  of  time  at  least  given  to  this  most 
important  study.  One  term  of  Rhetoric 
with  some  three  or  four  themes  for  five 
terms  is  hardly  sufficient  to  give  the 
ordinary  student  a  mastery  of  the  art  of 
writing  English*  To  be  sure  enough 
suggestions  are  offered  to  enable  a  man 
to  train  himself,  but  the  majority  here 
have  neither  time  nor  inclination  to  work 
steadily  upon  a  line  of  individual  side 
study* 

-  9*  *P.  W.t  '00 


§  t  postman 

A  great  many  people  have  the  fault  of 
saying:  much  and  thinking  little*  Strange 
as  it  may  seem  to  readers  of  the  Quill,  it 
is  true  that  this  fault  is  far  from  wanting 
among:  college  students.  When  we  are 
away  from  college,  how  many  of  us  give 
sufficient  thought  to  our  conversation? 
Some  one  says  to  us,  u  Relate  a  bit  of 
college  experience/'  and  thoughtlessly  we 
tell  a  little  incident  which  seems  tame 
enough  to  a  college  man;  but  to  one 
ignorant  of  college  life,  it  gives  a  wrong 
impression.  Almost  invariably  we  speak 
of  the  light  and  frivolous  side,  and  allow 
the  sterner  realities  of  the  college  world 
to  go  unmentioned.  We  find  this  thought 
well  expressed  in  The  Buff  and  Blue* 

44  President  Gilman  of  John  Hopkins 
University  recently  said  in  an  article  in 
one  of  the  magazines :  4  Notwithstanding 
the  long  experience  of  the  human  race, 
it  is  surprising  to  see  how  many  people 
despise  the  college-bred  man/  If  this  be 
true,  it  would  seem  to  be  high  time  some- 
thing were  done  to  bring  about  a  change 
in  the  opposite  direction.  Several  months' 
careful  reading  of  our  various  exchanges 
has  convinced  us   that   college   students 
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themselves,  in  their  application  to  duty 
and  deportment  while  at  college,  and  in 
their  bearing  toward  the  public,  as  well 
as  the  flippant  way  in  which  they  often 
speak  of  college  life  while  away  during 
the  vacations,  contribute  largely  to  this 
state  of  affairs.  Many  students  seem  to 
regard  the  four  years'  college  course  as  a 
sort  of  vacation  before  the  entrance  upon 
the  real  affairs  of  life,  and  by  their  ac- 
tions and  words  i hey  ^ivc  others  the  same 
idea.  It  is  no  wonder  that  the  college- 
bred  man  is  looked  upon  with  contempt* 
Upon  the  students,  then,  since  they  are 
largely  responsible  for  this  attitude  of 
many  people  toward  the  college-bred 
man,  rests  the  duty  of  bringing  about  a 
better  understanding  of  the  importance 
and  value  of  a  college  education ." 

40^0         t^*         t£^* 

Among  verses  that  Ye  Postman  calls 
worthy  of  being  reprinted  are: 

MOONLIGHT  ON  THE  CAMPUS 
I 

WINTER 

A  broad  expanse  of  moonlit,  mantling  snow, 
Majestic  elms,  beneath  whose  stately  row 
Weirdly  the  shadows  waver  to  and  fro ; 
Historic  halls,  where  youth  and  learning  meet, 
"Whence  sounds  of  revelry  the  ear  will  greet, 
For  youth  makes  wintry  nights  fly  swift  and  fleet. 

II 

SPRING 

Softly  whispers  the  evening  breeze. 
Stirring  the  leaves  of  the  spreading  trees, 
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Peace  in  its  soft  caresses  bringing, 
The  rich,  sweet  blend  of  a  college  song, 
Chanted  in  chorus  deep  and  strong, 
Across  the  broad  greensward  ringing. 
The  twinkling  lights  like  stars  aglow, 
The  murmur  of  insects  soft  and  low ; 

A  moonlit  night 

And  the  world  seems  bright, 
For  youth  is  all  laughter  and  singing. 

—  Frederick  E.  Pierce,  'Dartmouth  Lit 


The  harp  that  long  in  slumber  mute  hath  lain, 
Needs  but  a  stroke  to  rouse  its  melody : 
The  hand  with  careless  touch  at  will  can  bring 
A  thousand  colors  from  the  midnight  sea : 
So  oft  the  faintest  breath  can  wake  to  life 
The  varying  chords  and  hues  of  memory. 

—  W.  S.  'Johnson,  Yale  Courant 

AMERICA'S  GREETING  TO  ENGLAND 

We  greet  you,  brothers  of  our  blood, 

To  whom  all  nations  kneel ; 
"We  greet  you,  monarchs  of  the  sea, 

We,  children  of  the  steel. 
Ye  fight  for  fame  and  glory, 

And  ye  win  by  strength  of  sword, 
We  fight  for  faith  and  freedom, 

And  our  trust  is  in  the  Lord. 

Great  India  bowed  before  your  might, 

Because  ye  sought  for  gain; 
Was  this  as  glorious  as  when  we, 

For  Cuba's  sake,  fought  Spain  ? 
The  God  who  rules  the  universe, 

Him  take  we  for  our  creed. 
The  god  whose  doctrine  ye  enshrine 

Is  but  the  god  of  greed. 

Forget  not,  brothers,  in  your  strength, 
That  strength  must  have  an  end. 

God  keep  you,  and  when  ere  in  need, 
On  God  alone  depend. 
— P.  D.,  '00,  Lacwrencecvitle  Literary  Magazine 


128  THE  BOWDOIN  QUILL 

This  from  the  Amherst  Lit  came  to  our 
notice : 

THE  PLAINT  OF  THE  SHEPHERD 

Glad  in  the  sun  of  the  afternoon 

The  flocks  graze  over  the  hill, 
And  the  valley,  all  bathed  in  the  golden  light, 

Lies  beautiful,  calm  and  still. 
God's  world  is  a  rose-sweet  paradise, 

God's  sky  is  a  foam-capped  sea, 
But  ah !  for  a  maiden  at  my  side 

To  wonder  and  gaze  with  me ! 
The  youths  and  the  maids  in  the  village  below 

Are  dancing  and  joining  hands ; 
Not  one  of  them  knows  this  longing  of  mine, 

Not  one  of  them  understands. 

The  crows  have  marshaled  a  brave  array 

In  the  branches  of  yonder  pine ; 
Their  long  battalion  forms  and  wheels, 

And  away  soars  this  heart  of  mine* 
Up  'mid  the  clouds  with  the  cawing  host, 

Over  the  distant  hills. 
And  only  the  lark  in  the  meadow  knows 

How  the  heart  of  the  shepherd  thrills. 
The  sunshine  pours  in  molten  gold 

O'er  a  thousand  seas  and  lands, 
But  I  sigh  for  the  love  of  one  sweet  maid, 

Of  a  maiden  that  understands. 

—  Walter  A.  "Dyer 
-F.   U.  W.,  '00 


PORTLAND   STORE 


BRUNSWICK,   MAINE 

Next  to  Town  Building.  W.  A,  FALL,  Manager 

¥¥¥ 

We  will  open  a  complete  line  of 
Gents'  Furnishings  the  first  of  March,  such  as 

Collars,    Cuffs,    Neckivear,    Laundered  and  Un- 

laundered,  and  Dress  Shirts,  Hosiery,  Underwear, 

Night  Robes,  Bath  Robes,  Etc. 

COLLEGE  MEN  TAKE  NOTICE !   We  would  be  pleased 
with  a  call  from  you. 

¥*¥ 

PORTLAND  STORE,  BRUNSWICK 
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Manufacturers  of 
High  Grade 

fraternity  Emblems 


Importers 


fraternity  Jewelry  ;  ^£lt)£|£f  C 
fraternity  novelties  |  J>WVlVl  * 
fraternity  Stationery 


140  and  142 

"Woodward  Avenue 

Detroit,  Mich. 


Silwr= 
Smiths 


W.  H.  KOHLING 

562  Congress  Street 
Baxter  Block,  Portland,  Maine 

Jill  m  Eatest  novelties  in  Suitings,  Overcoatings 
and  Crouserings.    Dress  Suits  a  Specialty 


l.  c  young  &  co. 
Merchant  Tailors 


C!  F!  Yorkg  i  TELEPHONE  821-2 


496  \-2  Congress  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

TELE 
J*  Special  Prices  to  Students  & 
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STUDENTS  FURNISHING  THEIR  ROOMS 

WILL  FIND  .... 


^rc>  -  ''-=> v-^<>t^. 


Also  the  "Best 
Selection  of 

Artistic  mall 
Papers  « 
Window 
Shades  « 

Draperies  « 

. . AT .  . 


D.  T.  PERCY  &  SONS,  "•  e'KSfSfi*8*- 

All  Electric  Cars  stop  at  Percy  &  Sons. 


Tor 


try 


Shore  Supper*** 


new  meadows  Titn 


TT I  HEN  in  Lewiston  and  you  want  something  very  nice 
Ajll     in  the  eating  line,  call  at 

DAN  LONG'S  RESTAURANT 

Oysters,  Steaks,  Salads,  also  Broiled  Live  Lobster 
57  LISBON  STREET 


MEALS  AT  ALL  HOURS 


ESTABLISHED  1886 


Hibbert's  Eating  House 

195  Lisbon  St.,  Leiviston,  Me*    sAM'LHiBBERT,ProP. 


WE  KEEP  IN  STOCK  ... 

Wright  &  Ditson's  OUT-DOOR   RUNNING  SHOES 
BICYCLE  SHOES 

OUT-DOOR  AND  IN-DOOR  RUNNING  SHOES 
SHOES  FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

«  Stackpole  « 


One  Price  Cash  Shoeist         97  Main  St.,  Brunswick 

DUNNING  BROS. 

Boarb  anb  %tvev\>  Stable 

Carriages  Furnished  for  Parties  and  Balls 

/Ifoatn  Street,  JSrunswicft,  Maine 


every  Requisite  for  Tall 
and  Ulinter  Sports 


Gymnasium  Uniforms 
Striking  Bags  *  • 
Boxing  Gloves  «  « 
Golf  Supplies  «  * 
football  Goods  «      « 


Catalogue  of  Tall  and 
Ulinter  Sports  Tree 


(UriaM  $  Ditsort 

new  England's  Heading  Athletic  Outfitters 

$44  Washington  Street,  Boston,  mass. 


Brunwsick   Remnant    Store 

IS  THE  PLACE  TO  BUY 

Rugs,  Draperies,  towels,  Soaps,  Cable 

Covers,  Commode  Sets,  Etc. 

A,  D.  GAHAN 

The  best  place  in  Town 
to  have  your > 

Made,  Pressed  or  Repaired 

FRED  A.  NICHOLS,  126  Main  St. 

<A  FINE  ASSORTMENT  OF 

Pipes  and  Smoking  Tobaccos 

:    :    :    cAT  GIVEN S 

Day's  Shoe  Store,  Lincoln  Building 

A  large  line  of  Patents  and  Colored 
Shoes  in  the  new  styled  toes* 

H.  ©.  IReeb 

Ifrbotograpber 

For  the  correct  thing  in  Men's 
Furnishing  Goods  go  to  Has- 
kell &  Jones,  Portland,  Me*  «£ 


